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Chap. 31..One Mystery Explained.
The explanation I had desired for the

morrow I determined to bring about there
and then. I went and stood above the old
man and looked down upon him. My aeart
was full of late resentment on the one

side, and od the other of a deep yearning
to succor and protect.
"Dad." I said, softly, "once before,-if

you remember. I came to you heart-full of
the question that I am now going to put
to you again. I was a boy then, and like¬
ly you .did right In refusing me your con¬
fidence. Now I am a man, and, dad, a man
whose soul has been badly wounded in its
sore struggle with life."
He had drooped forward as I began, but

at this he raised his head and looked me

earnestly in the eyes.
"I know, Renalt, It was I broke the

bottle then, as you have now. You have
taken the lead into your own hands. What
Is it you'd ask?"
"Don't you know, dad?"
"Yes, I know. Give me a little time and

perhaps some day I'll tell you."
"Why not now, dad?"
His eyes took some wonder into them.

Then he seemed to muse a little space,
with his brows gone into furrows of cal¬
culation.
"Why not?" he muttered. "Why not?"
Suddenly he leaned forward and said

¦oftly:
"Has it ever concerned you to think what

might be the source of your father's in¬
come?"
"I have thought of it, dad, many and

many a time. It wasn't for me to ask. I
have tried to force myself to believe that It
came from our grandfather."
"He was a just man, Renalt, and a hard.

I married against his will and he never
spoke to me afterward."
"But the mill"-.-
"The mill he left to me, as it had been

left to him. He would not, in his justice,deprive me of the means of living. 'What
my hands have wrought of this, his maydo,' he wrote. But all his little personal
estate he willed elsewhere."
"And you never ,-orked the mill?"
"*"*a time I .vorked it, to some profit.v 'an not ail empty-handed. She

amazed. For a
transformed.translated

self.for a moment and no
^sion left him quakingly.cried, with a gasp, and looked

beseeching."you're not offended
.>»u uie not offended, Renalt?"
"N'o, no." I said impatiently. "You must

tell me why, dad. You will, wont vou?"
He answered with a sobbing moan.
"You, lier son, must not know. Haven'tI been faithful to her? Have I ever byword or sign dishonored her memory in her

children's ears.my boy, have I?"
"T have never heard you mention her till

now. I have never dreamed of her but as a
nameless shadoiv/ father."

u "**0 ."-11 her.
mother?"

irted from his
it again. His

i them do since
kled up in a

id more," he
never been on
ty one of you.
H-withon*

"Let her be so always. She wrecked 1x17
life.in a clay she matie me the dark brute
you remember well. I was not so always.
Ileuait. This lor?;, degraded life of despair
and the bestial drowning of it were her
doing.hers, I tel' you. Remorse! It has
struggled to master me, and I have laughed
it away.all these years I have laughed it
awry. Yet it was pitiful when she died.
A heart of stone would have wept to see
her. But mine was lead.lead.lead."
He dropped his head on his breast. I

stood darkly pondering in the quiet room.
There seemed a stir an3 rustling all r >und
within tne house, as if ghostly footfall
were rcstlersly pacing out their haunting
peuance.
"Renalt," said my father, presently,

"never speak of her; never mention her by
that name. She passed and left me what I
am. I closed the mill and shut its door and
that of my heart to every genial influence
that might help it to forget. I had no wish
to forget. In silence and solitariness I fed
upon myself till I became like a madman.
Then I roused and went abroad more, for I
knew that to punish myself was the wrong
way to feel the full taste of hate. And I
had a mission of search to attend to. That
was a bloody spur to my wretchedness and
the stab of its rowels was delight.
"You never found him?"
The words came to my lips instinctively.

How could I fail to interpret that part, at
least, of the miserable secret?
"To this day.never."
He answered preoccupied.suddenly heed¬

less of my assurance in so speaking. A new

light had come to his faca.an unfamiliar
one. I could have called it almost the reflec¬
tion of cunning.vanity.a self-complacent
smugness of retrospect.
"But I found something else," he cried,

with a twitching smirk.
"What was that?"
He leaned forward in a listening attitude.
"Hush!" he murmured. "Was that a

noise in the house?"
"I heard nothing, dad."
He beckoned me to stand closer.to stoop

to him.
"A jar of old Greek and Roman coins."
He fell back in his chair and stared up at

me with frightened eyes. The mystery was
out, and an awful dismay seized him that
at length in one moment of sentiment he had
parted with the secret that had been life to
him.
"What ha-^ 1 s«»w**ne

"Renalt, -°u wont give any heed to the
maunder''^ of an old man?"

I lool-d down on him pityingly. Was I to
find f'lS> too, out of bitterest experiences.
that there was no grip of fiercest passions
but could be shaken off by covetousness, the
most insensate of them all?
"Don't fear me, father," I said, almost

with a groan. "I will never breathe a word
of it to anybody."
"Good, dear boy," he answered, smiling.

"I can trust you, I know. You were always
my favorite, Renalt, and"
He broke off with a sudden, sharp cry.
"My favorite." and he stared at me.' "Myfavorite? So kings treat their favorites!"
He passed a nervous hand across his fore¬

head, his wild eyes never leaving my faee.
I could make nothing of his changing
moods.
"What about the jar of coins?" I said.
"Ah!" he muttered, the odd expression

degarding his features once more. "They

NOW GOMES THE SHAKER BONNET.
The revival of the poke has prepared the public eye for the revival of other

quaint styles of headgear, and the milliners have thoughtfully arranged that the
public eye shall not be disappointed. Other quaint fashions have followed it.
Bonnets which would be shaker in plain circles, are making their appearance,
with trimmings which place them in the front ranks of fashion.

One of the prettiest modifications of the bonnet beloved of the Friends, Is of
pale gray straw, trimmed with gray tulle and soft pink faille and given a touch

of worldly brilliancy by three rhlnestone buckles. The pink faille forms a bow on

one side and folds decorously over the front to the other side, where gray tulle Is
bunched Into a big rosette. The round buckles trim the bonnet's edge, and broad
strings of tulle tie slightly on one side beneath the chin.

With tbls demure little bonnet a pretty Jacket Is designed to be worn. It
U of gray cloth made In an Enlongated Eton shape, and embroidered with silver
and pink beads. It is lined with pink silk, which shows in tabs and lapels.

were such a treasure, it was never one
man's lot to acquire before or since.heav¬
en's compensation for the cruelty of the
world."
"Where did you find them?"
"In an ancient barrow of the dead," he

whispered, looking fearfully around him.
"there, on the downs. It had rained heav¬
ily, and there had been a subsidence. 1
was idly brooding, and idly flung a stone
through a rent in the soil. It tinkled upon
something. I put in my hand and touched
and brought away a disk of metal. It
was a golden coin. I covered all up and
returned at night, unearthed the jar and
brought It secretly home. It was no great
size, but full to the throat of gold. Then
I knew that life had found me a new lease
of pleasure. I hid the jar where no one
could discover it, and set about to enjoy
the gift. It came in good time. The mill
had ceased to yield. My store of money
was near spent. I selected three or four
of the likeliest coins and carried them to a
man in London that bought such things.a
numismatist, he called -himself. If he had
any scruples he smothered them then and
'afterward, in face of such treasures as it
made his eyes shoot green to look upon.
He asked me at first where I had got them.
Hunting about the downs, I said. That
was the formula. He never asked for
more. He gave me a good price for them,
one by one, and made his heavier profit, no
doubt, on each. They yielded richly and
went slowly. They made an idle, de¬
bauched man of me. who forgot even his
revenge in the glut of possession."
He seemed even then to accuse himself,

through an affectation rather than a convic¬
tion of avarice.
"They went slowly," he repeated; "till.

till.Renalt, I would have loved you as boy
was never loved, if you had killed that Doc¬
tor, as you killed" He stopped and
gave a thin cry of anguish.

"I didn't kill Modred, father. I know it
now."
"No, no.you didn't," he half whined in

a cowering voice. "Don't say I said it. 1
caught myself up."
"We'll talk about that presently. The

Doctor".
"That night, you remember," he cried,

passionately, "when I dropped a coin and
he saw It.that was the beginning. Ob,
he iirffe hateful greed for such things.
/ wicked, suspicious nature. He soon began
cajoling, threatening, worming my secret
out of me. I had to silence him now and
again or he wopld have exposed me to the
world and wrenched my one devouring hap¬
piness from me."
"You gave him some of the coins?"
"He has had enough to melt into a grill

as big as St. Lawrence's, and he shall fry
on it some day. More than that.more than
that!"
He clenched his hands in impotent fury.
"There was one thing in the jar worth

a soul's ransom.a cameo. Renalt, that
I swear was priceless.I, who speak from
intuition.not knowledge. The beauty of
the old world was crystallized in it. An
emperor would have pawned his crown to
buv it."
His words brought before me with a

shock the night of Modred's death, when I
had stood listening on the stairs.
"One evening.a terrible evening, Renalt

.when I went to fetch a now bribe for
him from the hiding place (he demanded

A TREATISE ON MASSAGE.
Dispel the Lines and Wrin¬

kles by Proper
Kneading.

Youth Can Be Restored by a Simple
Process.Follow the Rules

Given.

Tho word "massage" is derived from the
Greek "masso," which signifies "I knead."
I have often thought that the meaning of

the word (which is the origin of a cult

so wide-spread and so soothing and magical
in its effect when properly expounded, so

harmful in the hands of the Ignorant)
should be printed in large letters as a

definition on every occasion the term "mas¬
sage" or "masseuse" is written. A great
many times "I bruise" would better ex¬

plain the practice of the ubiquitous so-

called "massage operator."
The best teachers of massage are the reg¬

ular graduates of the Swedish institutes.
The Stockholm schools of massage turn
out hundreds of first-class women operators
and many of these come to this country
and give real massage. I w'ould advise
my readers who wish to keep th^ marks of
time away from their faces to secure th<i
services of a graduate of one of these
schools, or to take a course of lessons; for
once having learned one may give oneself
treatment very effectively. Women who
employ a skilled ladies' maid should have
her taught true massage, which is not only
Time's most successful opponent so far as

wrinkles and lines on the faee and throat
go, but infinitely soothing and useful for
many nervous ailments where it "eplaces
medicines (especially hypnotics or seda¬
tives.)
To those numberless women who can

neither afford to employ a masseuse or to
take a course of lessons themselves, I
suggest that the word "masso ("I "knead,"
is the keynote of the system. Any one

who knows how to knead bread may learn
how to apply that (to me) most mysterious
and difficult accomplishment to the resting
and beautifying of her face. The great
difficulty is in getting just the right pres¬
sure on frfce and throat, just tho right,
amount of muscle and llesh (which repre¬
sents the dough in bread-kneading) between
the thumb and forefinger. The kneading
should be deep enough to start the blood
well to circulating, never sharp or quick
enough to hurt. The muscles quickly har-
den under this treatment and as the
muscles support the tissues, when they are

it before he would move a finger to he!})
that poor boy upstairs), I found tliis cameo
gone. He swore he hadn't set eyes on it.
and to this day I believe he lied. How
can I tell.how can I tell? Twenty times
a week, perhaps, my vice brought the
secret almost within touch of discovery.
Sometimes for days together I would carry
this gem in my pocket, and take it out
when alone and gaze on it with 'exquisite
rapture. Then for months it would lie safe¬
ly hidden again. If I had dropped and lost
it in one of my fits.as he suggested.
should I have never heard of it again?
Renalt".he held out two trembling hands
to me."it was the darling of my heart.
Find it for me and I will bless you for¬
ever."
He ended almost with a sob. I could

have wept myself over the pitiful degen¬
eration of a noble intellect.
"Father, you said he cajoled, threatened.

Didn't you "ever reveal to him"
"Where the jar was hid? No; a million

times no! He would have sucked me dry
of the last coin. He knew that I had made
a rich find.no more."
"And on the strength of that vague sur¬

mise, you have allowed him to blackmail
you all these years?"
He hung his head, as if criielly abashed.
"You don't know the man as I do," he

cried, in a low voice. "He is a devil.not
a man."

I was utterly shocked and astounded.
"Well," I said at length, "I wont ask

you for your secret. To share it with any
one would kill the zest, no doubt."
He lifted his head with a thin wail.
"Ah! "he cried. "Resile me, my son.but

not contempt; for I've suffered.I've suf¬
fered!"

I put mv hand gently on his shoulder.
"Dad," I said, "I must never leave you

again."
lie seized my hand and kissed it.
"Harkee, Renalt," he whispered. "Many

are gone, but there are some left. Could
I find out where the cameo is, we would
take it, and what remains, and leave this
hateful place.you and I.and bury our¬
selves in some beautiful city under the
world, where none could find us. and live
in peace and comfort to the end."
"Peace can never be mine again, father.

Would vou like to know why? Would you
like to 'know what has made a sorrowful,
haunted man of me, while you were living
on at the old mill here these five years
past?"

"Tell me." he said. "Confide in this old,
briken, selfish man, who that love in
his heart to seek comfort for you where
he can find none himself."
Then, standing up in the red dusk of the

room, I gave him my history. "Nothing
extenuate, nor set down aught in malice."
And he sat with his face darkened from
me, and quivered only when he heard of
Jason's villainy.
And at the end he lifted up his voice and

cried:
"Oh, Absalom, my son.my son Absa¬

lom!"

Chapter 32..Old Pe^gy.
The months that immediately followed my

home-coming were passed by me in an aim¬
less desultory temporizing with the vexed
problems that, unanswered, were consum¬

ing my heart. Time in that profitless life
seemed to so little moment that half the
energy bred of London habits subsided by
degrees and gave place to a monotonous
procrastination that was demoralizing to
a temperament naturally, I think, vigorous.

I roamed the country as of old and re¬
newed my acquaintance with bird, fish
and insect. Starting to gather a collection
of butterflies and moths.many of which
were local and rare.with the mere object
of filling in the lapses of a restless ennui
and in some dull gratitude to a pursuit
that had helped me purely to a little de¬
gree of late success, and as such was un¬

connected with the drearier side of ex¬

perience.I rapidly rose to an interest iu
Its formation that became, I may say, the
then chief happiness of my life. To my
father, also, it brought in the arrangement
and classification of specimens, a certain
innocent pleasure that helped to restore
him to some healthier show of manliness
moral and physical.
He was delighted to be of service to me;

delighted over my condescension in making
him partner to a private and personal hob-
bv; thrice delighted in the thought that
here was another link to hold me to his
side.
Foor, broken old man! I would not now

have stultefied his pathetic confidei\ce In
me for the biggest bribe the world could
hold out.
Yet it must not be supposed that I ever

really for a moment lost sight of the main
issues of a mystery that was bitten into
my heart with an acid that no time could
take the strength from. I had a fostering
duty before me, that was all, and in min¬
istering to it must forego, indefinitely, it
is true, thrt deadlier ltist of search whose
thorns stuck cancerous in my flesh. Some¬
time, sooner or later. I knew it would be
revealed to me who it was that killed Mo-
dred.
As to the lesser secret of the coins.it

troubled me but little. Partly indifferent,
in the confidence engendered of a small
personal income, and free of that dread of
possible ruin that appeared to cling haunt-
ingly to my father, I was not, at the same
time, disinclined to the belief that the
complete dissipation of his bugbear estate
might prove after all. his moral salvation.
Remove its source of Irritation, and would
not the sore heal?

relaxed the structure gives way and the
surface falls into lines and furrows.
Occasionally during the treatment the

face should be gently smoothed with the
tips of the fingers of both hands, always
taking care to make the passes contrary to
the directions of the lines or wrinkles, just
as one uses a flatlron to remove the creases

in a bit of rumpled silk. '

It Is of the utmost importance that the
skin should be quite clean when massage is
given, otherwise you knead the dust or face
powder into' the pores of the skin and the
result is irritating and frequently will pro¬
duce a form of skin disease difficult to cure.

Scrub your face first thoroughly with hot
water and a pure soap, using thtf camel's
hair face scrubbing brush for this fmrpose.
Rinse it iu hot water, also, and In giving the
massage anoint the fingers with a good
cream or skin food. Fifteeu minutes' mas¬

sage each day, followed by an hour of per¬
fect rest, will do wonders toward the preser¬
vation of a woman's beauty and marvels
in getting back from Time the freshness and
youth he has robbed us of; getting it back
often with interest.
For the benefit of many readers, who have

asked that the formula for massage oint¬
ment be repeated, I give it herewith;
MASSAGE OINTMENT FOR FACE AND

THROAT.
Oil of almonds 6 ounces.

Spermaceti 1 ounce.

White wax % ounce/
Lanoline 2 ounces.

Glycerine (pure) 2 ounces.

Tincture benzoin 60 drops.
Balsam of Peru jounce.
Melt the first four ingredients over a hot

water bath. While cooling stir constantly
and add the balsam of Peru and benzoin.

HARRIET HUBBARD AYER.

STRAWBERRY SHORT-CAKE.

Mix together one cup of sour cream and
two-thirds of a cup of sour milk. Add a

pinch of salt and flour enough to make a
battel*. Then add three-quarters of a tea-
spoonful of soda dissolved in a tablespoon-
ful of boiling water, and little by little
more flour until the dough is stiff enough
to roll. Roll the dough into two oblong
cakes. Lay one in the bottom of a biscuit
pan, spread it with butter and lay the sec¬
ond cake on top .of the first. Bake in a

moderate oven for twenty minutes. Hull
the strawberries and sprinkle plentifully
with sugar on© hour before the time of serv¬

ing. When the cake is baked separate the
two layers, spread the berries between the
two ^nd on top. Ser^e smoking hot with
Dowered Bugar and thick cream.

Sometimes in the full pleasure of this
thought I found it almost in my mind to
hunt and hunt until I found his hiding-place
and to commit its remaining treasures to
the earth or the waters. Then it would
seem a base thing to do.a mean advan¬
tage to take of his confidence.and I
would put the thought from me.

Still, however I might decide ultimately
this determination dwelt firmly and con¬
stantly in me.-to oppose by every means in
my power any further levying of black¬
mail on the part of the doctor.
This unworthy eccentricity had not, to

"My own Nevvyi" she cfied

my knowledge been near the mill since
that night of my return. That he pres¬
ently found means, nevertheless, of com¬
municating with his vfctim, I was to find
out by a simple chance.
June had come upon us leading this plac¬

idly monotonous life, when, returning one
afternoon from a ramble after specimens,
I found my father sitting upstairs in a
mood so preoccupied that he did not notice
ray entrance. His head was bowed, his
left arm drooping over one end of the
table. Suddenly hearing my footsteeps in
the room, he started and a gold coin fell
from his hand and spun and tinkled on the
boards.
"What's that?" I said.
He stooped and clutched it, and hugging

It to his breast looked up in my face with
startled eyes. But he gave 110 answer.
"Is it necessary to change another dad?"
"No," he muttered.
A thought stung me like a wasp.
"Is it for a bribe?" I demanded. Still he

kept silence.
"Father," I said, "give it to me."
"Renalt.I can't; I mustn't."
"Give it to me. If you refuse.I threaten

nothing.but.give it to me!"
He held it forth in a shaking hand. I took

it and slipped it into my pocket.
"Now," I said, sternly, "I am going to

see Dr. Crackenrhorpe."
He rose from his chair with a cry.
"You are mad. I tell you! You can do

nothing.nothing."
"It is time this ceased for good and all,

father. I stand between you now.remem¬
ber that. You have to choose between me
and that villain. Which is it to be?"
"Renalt.my son. It is for your sake!"
"I can look after my own interests. Which

is it to be?"
He dropped back Into his chair with a

groan.
"Go, the<n," he muttered, "and God help

you!"

HINTS FOR THE HOUSEWIFE
The New Place Occupied by the

Sandwich in Domestic
Economy.

Some Timely Information on the Sub¬
ject of a Fruit Compote

Popular in England.

Time was, and it. Is not long past, when
"sandwich" meant a certain mixture of
bread and meat, and no other definition
would be accepted. A vegetable sandwich
would have been regarded as an anomaly.
But the vegetarians and the experimenters
In culinary science have changed that.
Nowadays some of the most delicious sand¬
wiches are of vegetables or fruit. Lettuce,
crisp and white, fresh from a bath of ice
water, dried and^aid between slim slices
of brown bread with a little mayonnaise
dressing, is one of the most popular spring
sandwiches. Dates, freed of their stones,
pounded to a paste and laid between thin
slices of unbuffered bread make a dainty
dish. Nasturtium leaves, with their biting,
peppery taste, are delicious filling for small
sandwiches. They should be lightly spread
with mayonnaise dressing.
The sandwich, by the way, Is occupying a

better social position than it once did. It
used to be considered an excellent make¬
shift for a hearty luncheon for school chil¬
dren and a satisfying banquet for hungry
tramps. But w.ho ever expected to see the
sandwich gracing ceremonious dinner ta¬
bles and\ holding a place of honor with ice
cream at youthful banquets? Yet these
things have come to pass. The roll which
was once upon the well-regulated dinner
table at each place has disappeared. Thin
sandwiches of brown bread and butter are

served with the first course. The same

simpje tidbit accompanies fruit and Ice
now, instead of the once popular cake,
which had been voted of too cloying a
sweetness to suit the educated palate.

This is the season when thrifty maidens
begin to search for their old pot pourri
recipes In order that they may preserve
the flowers of Spring and Suminer. Here
is a rule which req-uires the contents of a

florist's establishment, a chemist's and a

grocer's, but which is warranted to be frag¬
rant and lasting: Take a half a peck of
rose petals and a half a pint of salt.
Sprinkle a layer of rose leaves with salt,
add another layer and k^;p on until all
the salt and petals are used. Let them
stand three days.^ Add three ounces of
dried allspice and an ounce of stick cin-
uamon, broken into pieces. Let this stand

I turned and left him. My heart was
blazing- with a fierce resentment. But I
would not leave the house till my veins ran
cooler, for no advantage of temper should
be on the side of that frosty bloodsucker.

I wandered down stairs, past the door of
the room of silence, but the rough jeering
of the wheel within drove me away to
where I could be out of immediate earshot
of It.
From the kitchen at the back came the

broken, whiping voice of old dPeggy Iiotten-
goose, who yet survived and waited upon
the meagre household with a ghoulish faith¬
fulness that no time could impair.
The words of some sardonic song came

sterilely from her withered lips. She was
apt at such grewsome ditties:

I saw three ravens up a tree.
Heigho!

I saw three ravens up a tree;
Ami they were black as black could be.
All down by the greenwood side, O!

I stuck my penknife In their hearts.
Heigho!

I stuck my penknife in their hearts;
And the more I stuck it the blood gushed out;
All down by the greenwood side, O!

I softly pushed open the door, that stood
ajar, and looked in. The old creature was
sitting c-ooning in a chair, a picture or
print of some kind, at which she was gaz-

, with an attenuated scteam.

ing in a sort of hungry ecstasy, held out
and down before her at arm's length. I
stole on tiptoe behind her and sought to
get a glimpse at what she devoured with
her rheumy eyes.
"Why, what are you doing with that,

Peg?" I said, with a start of surprise.
Cunning even under the spur of sudden

discomfiture, she whipped the thing be¬
neath her apron before she struggled to her
feet and faced round upon me.
"What alls ye, Renalt?" she wheezed, In

a voice like that of one winded by a blow.
"to fright a body, sich like?"
"You needn't be frightened, unless you

were doing something you shouldn't, you
know."
"Shud and shudn't," she said, her yellow

under jaw, scratched all over with fine
wrinkles, moving like a barbel's. "I doesn't
take m.v morals fro' a Trender."
"You take all you can get, Peggy. Why

not a picture with the rest?"
"My own nevvy!" she cried, with an at¬

tenuated scream."blessed son to Amelia as
were George's first wife and died o' cramps
o' the cold dew from a shift hung out on
St. Bartlemey's Day."
"Now, Peggy," I said, sternly, "I saw

that picture and it wasn't of your nephew
or of any other relation of yours. It was
a silhouette, as they call it. of my brother,
Modred, made when he was a little fellow,
by some one in a show that came here,
and it used to hang in Modrcd's room."
"Ye lie, Renalt.'" she cried, panting at

me. "It's Amelia's boy, and mayn't I enjoy
the fruits o' my own heritage?"
"Let me look at it, then; and if I'm

wrong I'll ask your pardon."
"Keep arf!" she cried, backing from me.

"Keep arf, or I'll tear your weasand wi'
my claws!"

I made a little rush and clutched her
She could not keep her promise without
loosening her hold of the picture, but she
butted at me, with her cap bobbing, and

for a week, stirring It dally. Put into a jar
and add the following ingredients: One
ounce of allspice, half a pound of fresh-
dried lavender blossoms, the roseleaf stock,
onfe ounce of cloves, one ounce of cinna¬
mon, two grate'd nutmegs, one ounce ginger
root sliced thin, half 6unce of anlseseed,
ten grains of finest Canton musk, two
ounces of orris root sliced thin, one ounce

of the essential oil of rose geranium, half
an ounce each of the essential oils of jes¬
samine, lavender, lemon, verbenia, musk,
violet, rosemary and bergamot.

Some mathematically Inclined culinary
genius has filled a long-felt want by in¬

venting a measuring cup which tells the
tyro where "one-third," "one-half," and
other dimensions come. Considering that
many loaves of bread and cake have been
spoiled, tp the trying of many digestions
and tempers, by the Inability of the un¬

trained eye to decide what constituted a

quarter of a cup of butter or a half a cup
of sugar, this is a great' invention.

Hare is the recipe for a fruit jelly popu-
ular In England for serving with cold
meats: Put in a stone jar a pound of straw¬
berries, one of sugar and a pint of brandy.
Cover and put away. In due season, when
cherries come, add a pound of sour ones,
with a pound of sugar; add a pound of ba¬
nanas, a pound of peeled and sliced pine¬
apple, a gill of currant juice and a pound
of peaches, each as it comes in season,

and with each add a pound of sugar. When
all the ingredients are mixed, boil for
twenty minutes or until it jellies. Put in
lelly glasses.

FIFTEEN KISSES.

The monks of the Middle Ages divided the
kiss Into fifteen dist^iuct and separate or¬

ders.
1. The decorous or modest kiss.
2. The diplomatic or lnss of policy.
3. The spying kiss, to ascertain if a wo¬

man has drunk wine.
4. The slave kiss.
5. The kiss infamous.a church penance.
6. The slipper kiss, practised toward

tyrants.
7. The judicial kiss.
8. The feudal kiss.
9. The religious kiss (kissing the cross).
10. The academical kiss (on joining a

solemi brotherhood).
11. The hand kiss.
12. The Judas kiss.
13. The medical kiss.for the purpose ol

healing some sickness.
14. The kiss of etiquette.
15. The kiss of love.the only real kiss.

dinted my shin witli her vicious old toes.
Then, seeing it was all useless, she
crumpled the paper up into a ball, and,
tossing it from her, fell back in her chali
and threw her apron over her head.

I dived for the picture and smoothed out
its creases.
"Peggy!" I said.
"I tuk It.I tuk It!" wailed the old wo¬

man. "I tuk It fro' the wall when I come
up wi' the blarnkets and nubbody were
there to see!"
"Why did you take it and why have you

riddled It with holes like this?"
She slipped down on her trembling

knees, and, lowering her apron, held out
her arms toward me, her lingers clawing
aimlessly like crabs' legs.
"Don'tee be hard on me, Renalt.don'tee!

I swear, I were frighted myself at what I
done. I didn't hardly guess It would act
so. Don'tee have me brunt or drownded,
Renalt. It were a wicked thing to a body
old enough to be your grandma, and I've
but a little glint o' time left."
"I don't .know what you mean, Peggy.

You'd no business to take the picture, of
course, and still less to treat it like this.
But your nature's a thieving one. and I
suppose you can't help it. Get off your
knees. It's done, and there's an end of It."
She stopped her drivelling moan and

looked up at me queerly, I thought.
"Ay, I'd no call to do it, of course," she

said. "Just a body's absence o' mind, Re¬
nalt, ye see.same as pricking pastry In
time to a toone like. I thought maybe it
ye saw It ye'd want to tell the old man

upstairs, and he's got the strong arm yet,
for all the worm in his brain."
"I sha'n't tell him this time, but don't

let me catch you handling any of our prop¬
erty again."
She remained on her knees in silence as

I left the room, but I heard her muttering
and chuckling to herself when she thought
me fnirlv gone. She was an uncanny old
Abigail, in all truth, and it needed a fam¬
ily such as ours to endure for so long the
ministrations of a harpy whose viciousness
110 term of service could soften.
A little flustered by my late tussle and

hardly yet in a mood for the interview I
clearly foresaw would be no amicable one, I
wandered out, turning my footsteps, not at
present In the direction of the doctor's
house, but toward that part of the river
called the "weirs," which ran straight away
from the 91HI front. This was a pleasant,
picturesque stretch, down which the water
shaded bv many stooping trees and bushes,
washed and gurgled brightly. A railed
pathway ran by It and, to the same side,
cottages at intervals and little plats ol
flowering parterres. An irregular run ol
walls, ancient, ivy-grown, mottled ruddlly
with weather stains, that closed thte slop¬
ing garden ends of the houses in the High
street above, flanked the river's further
side.

It was a reach which, unpreserved, was

much favored of the townfolk for fishing,
and trout were often to be had there worth
quite a little trouble in the catching.
A man was whipping the stream now in

Its broadest part, and I stopped to watch
him. He was a rosy, well-knit fellow of
thirty-five or so, with a good-humored, bib¬
ulous eye and a foolish underjaw.
"Any'sport?" I asked.
'Tlenty of sport," said h-A, but no fish.
"You're a philosopher, it seems."
"Mebbe I arm, for what It may mean. A

pint of ale 'ud cure it."
,

"Why not a pint of water? It s there, and
to spare."
"The beggar's tap, master. I arns my llv-

ing."
"Well, buy your pot of ale out of It?"
"Ilnrkee d'ye know the stone i' the old

cathedral yard? Tom Thetcher didn't am a

living by way of small beer?'
"No. He died of it."

,

"So might I if I paid for't out o' my liv¬
ing wage. I'd rather you tuk the responsl-
bilitv off me."
"Well " said I. with a grin, let s see you

catch a fish, and I'll stand treat."
He threw for somp time in silence.
"I must be off," said I. *

"Fair play, master! I hasn t got my fish
yet."
"I can't wait all day for that."
"Then pay up. You put no limit to the

Tlaughed and gave him the money, and
he spat upon it for l»ck.
"You come fro' yon old mill, don tee.

said he.
"Yes. I do. You know me, it appears.

Who may you be?"
"They carls me saxton ower at at.

John'.s yonder "

. ,

I received his answer with a little start.
Were these the hands that had dug the
grave for my dead brother?"
"They call you? What do you call your¬

self?" I said.
"High priest to the worms, wl' your

honor's leave."
He stuck his tongue in his cheek and

whipped out his fly again. This time it dis¬
appeared with a fat blob and his head came
smartly up.
"Ay," he went on, as he stooped to un¬

hook the trout, "the worms and I works
on the mutual-profit system. I feeds them
and they feeds me. Sometimes".he looked
around "and up at me slyly."they shows a

power o' gratitoode ower an uncommon
rich meal and makes me a particlar ac¬

knowledgment o' my services."

To be continued to-morrow. This story
began In the Journal April 27.

A SONG- WRITER.

Miss Sadie Hawley, the daughter of Mr.
Henry E. Hawley, has lately developed
Into a musical composer of no mean ability.
Since the early age of five years she has
been a close student of the divine art under
the guidance of some of the finest instruct¬
ors; but, strange to say, her talent for com¬

position had lain dormant until about three
weeks ago. "Of course I could write music
well before," she said, "but suddenly I felt
inspired to make a song of the sweet little
poem 'Good Night, Dear Love,' by Franli

MISS SADIE HAWLEY.

L. Staunton, the Georgia poet. I did not
know who he was at the time, for I came
across the verses by chance." The result
has been placed before the public.my first
venture. I must add it has been very suc¬

cessful thus far."
Miss Hawley has in the publishers' bands

at present a two-step march, which is dedi¬
cated to the Michaux Club, "of which she is
a member. It was played from the manu¬

script the night of the recent fancy costume
ride of the club. It will be rendered by the
Ninth Regiment Band on Decoration Day.
This talented youug lady is at present en¬

gaged in writing a lullaby, the words of
which have been furnished by her younger
sister.

Here are some of the uses of glycerine:
Mixed with equal parts of bay rum it Is u

shaving lotion which soothes the skin and
temper of the man who uses 16. Iiubbed
on shoes it preserves the leather and rcu-

ders it water proof." A few di\ops of glycer¬
ine put in the fruit jars the last thing be¬
fore sealing thein will keep them from
moulding.
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